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CerTAtn politicians are now putting 
forward the view that the cracks in 
St. Paul's are of supernatural origin, 
and are a sign that the English Estab- 
lishment must go the way of the Welsh. 





It is announced that Sir Victor} 
Horsnry, having been adopted as} 
| prospective Liberal Candidate for the! 

Harborough division of Leicestershire, | 
will not continue to nurse North! 
Islington. If the latter needs further | 
nursing it will have to resort to one of | 
Mr. GrorcGe’s panels. | 


Sir Grora@k ALEXANDER, who is! 
shortly to appear at the Palace Theatre, 
has announced his impending retire- | 
ment from the London County Council. 
Taken in conjunction with one another, 
and with the title of his late play, The 
Turning Point, these facts seem to 
have a painful significance. | 


} 
} 


A diphtheria outbreak at one of the 

| schools at Whitley Bay is declared 
to have been caused by the children 

| placing pens and pencils in their 
mouths. The Little Ones’ Own Mutual 

Protection Society now proposes that 

' all holders should be made of high-class 
sugar-stick. 


The suggestion that alcohol shall be 
used instead of petrol by our motor | 

| vehicles has called forth an angry | 
protest from the British Topers’ Society | 

| against what is referred to as “a prosti- 
tution of this magnificent spirit.” 
ea 

! 


Cha Z. Fears. 





Taking up her berth at the King’s | 


\rms Quay at Salcombe, Devon, the 
| Hull schooner Mary foreed her bow- 
sprié through the window of «a room 
| in Prospect House where Mr. G. H. 
| Jones was asleep. We are ashamed of 
vou, Mary. 


We understand that the appoint- 
ment of Sir SypNey Onivier—musician, 
dramatist, poet and essayist—to be 
Permanent Secretary to the Board of 
Agriculture is partly due to his having 
written a capital “Ode to Spring,” 
which showed no little knowledge of 
weather conditions. 


| 
|; Sw James Carrp has sent the 
Council of the Zoological Society | 


£1000 to be used in building an insect 
house. This is good news. The 
existing arrangement, by which the 
monkeys and the insects are kept in 
the same building, is unsatisfactory. 


“has offered 


a 


to the corporation of 








VoL. CNXLTY. 


| Foreman Builder. ** Now 1tuenx, You; 
Labourer. ‘Out riaut, Boss; 
Foreman Builder. ** No, P'R'APS NOT; 


Rome 


HURRY UP, CAN'T YER! ”* 
WASN'T BUILT IN A Day.”’ 
Bet I Wasx’f FOREMAN O° THAT JoR.”’ 








Cartyte.” To judge by Mr. Firz- 
GERALD'S statue of Dr. JoHNson in the 
Strand, Scotsmen, if they accept the 


big a man as they had imagined. 


The new Divorce Court was opened 
last week, and it is anticipated that 
this handsome, well-ventilated building 
will lead to a large accession of 
| business. 











| ** As we lie . mour comfortable beds... 


j ordinary figure of the common seaman, un- 
| polished, coarse in language and in habits 
i, . . who knows perhaps better than any other 
jaan alive how to go to certain death as one 
| of the usual risks of his avocation.”’ 

Dublin Daily Erpress. 


| e . 
Lences, it becomes a habit. 


Edinburgh a bronze statue of THomas . 


offer, will find that CarLyLe is not £0, 


let us remember with admiration the very ! 


‘“*The Little Less and what Worlds 
away!” 

The following footnote is aypended to 
a feuilleton appearing in Le Matin :— 

““M. Higgins, directeur d'une société par- 
isienne, nous ayant demandé de modifier le 
nom de notre mystérieux héros, cc dernier 
s’appellera désormais Iggins.”’ 
So the delicate affair arranges itself, 
and no breath lost. They manage 
these things better in France. 





Nautical Note. 
*°G. Noronha, a steward on the P. & O. 
S. Novara, was charged with having rushed 
towards the third ofticer, John W. Bennett, 
whilst the latter was on duty, and bitten the 
second finger of his left hand contrary to the 
| Merchaut Shipping Act.”’ : 
North China Daily News. 


“Mr. Percy Firzceraup,” we vead,| After a certain number of fatal experi-| The Act particularly stipulates that it 


‘must be the right hand. 
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THE BLACKLEC’S CONVERSION. 

(A few minutes with the Taxi-Drivers.) 

Tue three peaked-capped, leather- 
breeched, black-legginged gentlemen 
in the coffee shop, following the usual 
custom of improvidence when most 
providence is needed, were regaling 
themselves with unwonted lavishness. 
Two of them, moustached and upright, 
bore rather the stamp of the ex-soldier. 
The other was of the “droopy” order, 
with weak, indifferent features and an 
expression of sullen determination upon 
them which contrasted strangely with 
the eare-free, almost debonair attitude 
of his two companions, 


The speaker, 
Was wearing a little 
white badge that bore the mystic words 
‘ December Clearance.” 


name of ** Nobby,” 


to have his question answered. 

‘No, I don't,” 
one, “and I ain’t doin’ it much longer.” 

‘What—goin’ back to nayvyin’?’ | 
asked No. 3. 

‘No, goin’ back to drivin’. 
enough of strike pay when 
money to be made. 
the garridge to-morrow mornin’ and I’m 


| ve ‘ad 


placed deliberately upon two tin plates, 
and four disgusted and astonished eyes 
were levelled at the budding blackleg. 
‘Ave you gone up the pole, 
what?” asked Nobby. 
“What, I should think. You can 
but 1’m finished: you don’t catch me.” 
Nobby was very calm. ‘Oh,’ 
said, “ well, if I’ appen to catch you, 
you'll go through it, don’t forget. that. 


a few quid now, and go against all yer 


be kicked out of the garridge ? 
if you were ‘alfa man... 

In the midst of the heated words 
that followed a mysterious stranger 
in a greasy frock-coat and a top hat 
that looked as if it had been brushed 
with a fire hose in full play, sat himself 
down next our trio and 
sausage and mash. 

*’"Oo’s 
No. 3. 

‘IT dunno. too ‘appy for a 
mute, don't ’e? Never mind abaht ‘im. 
We got to persuade this ’ere blackleg.” 


Why, 


ordered 


‘is nibs?” asked 


Nobby 


I sO ks 


“'Ow's the strike goin’, mates?” 
asked the stranger affably. ‘Are we 
down.’earted?” 

‘Oh, no, we ain't down-’earted. 
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“ Wot’s the matter wi’ you, ’Arry ? 
You got a face like a church door. | 
Don't you like restin’ ?”’ 


He continued | symperthise with the noble spirit that’s 
his meal without any apparent anxiety | spurrin’ your mates on to ‘old out till 


replied the droopy | 


there’s ought to 
I'm goin’ up to | principles ?” 


| cudgels that the stranger had moment- 


goin’ to take a car out. So now yer| 
know.” 
Two. knives and two forks were! 


| 
| convert was won. 


or | earnestly, 


| without a fight? 
} your 
| thousands ? ” 


| tly 
who answered to the! 


LONDON 1913. 


CHARIVART. [JANUARY 
But ‘ere, what would you think of 
bloke that wanted to turn it up as soon 
as this, eh?” 

“Well, I should think ’e was mis- 
guided,” replied the stranger. “ I know 
somethink abaht your troubles. Do I 
understand it’s our friend ’ere ?” 

Silence answered in the affirmative. 

“My lad’’—the stranger addressed 
’Arry as if he were talking to his son— | 
“you think again. D’ye know that | 

» ° P | svar y | 
nothink worth gol Pe gong I In humble imitation of this isolated 
against that o’|c#ort we venture to submit a few 
further specimens of much-needed pro- 
test against the tyranny of Old-World 
}conventions. The following quatrain, 
inspired by a pe _— of Sir Epwin 
9 | Durnina - LAWRENCE illuminating 
| pe amphlet, may assist Bac ON’s greatest 
}and most persistent champion in his 
holy task of dethroning the Stratford 
impostor :— 


ENCLISH BARDS AND AMERICAN 
REVIEWERS. 

In the Lyric Year: a Great Sym- 
postum of Modern American Verse, a 
minstrel of the day proclaims the right 
of independent judgment in the fol- 
lowing fearless lines :— 

‘To tell the 

Browning, 
I bring no wreath of 
crowning.’ 


truth about Robert 





you, 


laurels for your 


puny intelligence 

He pushed a bit nearer and thrust his 
face closer to that the astonished 
blackleg. 


‘Are you goin’ t 


of 


o be the only one t 
in the face this chanst what’s 
given you to stand up for yer rights ? Do 
you know that the time of the general 
strike is close at ‘and? Can’t you 


0’ 


‘** I pay no homage to the Swan or Avon, 

A bird as fabulous as Athene’s owl: 

é ; ] put my money on Por’s peerless Raven, 
the cupboard’s bare ?” A far superior fowl.” 

“ Yus, but——_” 

“"Ave you sunk low that you 
would out and deliberally take 
‘advantage of your own fellow-workers 
by pocketin’. the money what they 


‘ave only won't cos o’ their 


The popular adulation of the late 
Laureate, again, finds a salutary cor- 
rective in the following couplet :— 
‘Mark well my 

benison 

To any of the works of ALFRED TeNNysoN.”’ 


so 


go 


words, I cannot give my 


The stranger stopped for breath. 


: . a rule, but they are occasionally forced 
Nobby and No. 3 at once took up the j 


on.us by a regard for the truth. 
2 f — ; claims of America’s greatest poet can 
arily laid down, and in five minutes the be treated in no other way :— 
‘+ As the petulant crowing of shrill cocks 
Compares with the lilt of the thrush, 
So, matched with the magic of Wincor, 
Old Sapruo is shown to be slush.’’ 


“Now LT ’ope you won’t never think 
like that -again,” -said _the stranger 
and very well pleased with 


|himself.. “ You and your mates is out| This is a theme, however, that invites 
ito win. Don’t forgit that. Well, will} further variations :— 


all go on strike till the cows come ‘ome, | you’’ave a ‘cup o” corfee with me, the 
| three of yer ? 
he| jand ’ ave a pint each, but I ’aven’t time 


Do you think it'll pay you to make | air, he threw a ten-shilling piece on the 


pals, and then when the trouble’s settled meal, and then rose to go. 
! 
| 


Before the shrine of Wiicox (ELLA 
WHEELER) 

Homer, were he alive, would be a kneeler; 

And ALEXANDER, who was born at Pella, 

Would yield his crown to WHEELER WILCOX 
(Eria).”’ 


But other 
}authors must not be forgotten :— 


We'd go over the road 


| just now. I’ve got to be movin’.” 
With a lordly “take it out o’ that” 





table to pay for the coffees and his own 


‘ Great VOLNEY STREAMER, of Magnolia, IIl., 


“ Well. s ; “te said, and} 2" we 
Well, so long, boys,” he said, and | Plies an untiring and momentous quill; 





j 
4 


Comparisons are to he deprecated as | 


The; 


Transatlantic bards and 


‘shook. hands with all three quite}  Kgars was a trickling rill, a puny dreamer, | 
,effusively. “I’m glad we all agree. | But Votnry isa Mississippi Streamer.”’ 

Go in and win, nates, that’s what 1) .. phe soaring muse of talented Briss Caray 

says. Keep on strikin’ and you ll | Flies higher than the aeroplanes of Farman.”’ 


his | 


of | 
\of the waitress who happened to be | 


/out with 


strike oil. Yus, and cheap oil at that. 
So long. Be good.” | 
Ain’t a bad old stick,” said No. 3}.,. 
when the stranger had departed. 
“’Oo is that. bloke?” asked Nobby | 


The bays that formerly old Danrr crowned 
Are worn to-day by Ezra Loomis Pounp.”’ 


HERODOTUS Was prone to talky-talky ; 
Not so AuGustus KEELER of Milwaukee.”’ 


‘Why prate of WaLTer Scorr and Lawes and 
SHELLEY, 
CARLYLE, MacauLay, Grorr? 
You have no names like RapHagEL PUMPELLY, 
Or Amos Srorr.”’ 


passing at the moment. 

“What! ‘Im with the tall ‘at? 
Don't you know ‘im? That’s old| 
Charley Barnes. “KE drives a ’ansom 
cab. Made a pot money the last | 
week or two. IL’m thinkin’ o’ walkin’ | 
im. 


‘Great is Apollo when his lyre he.stwangs. 
But greater far is our JOHN KENDRICK Banas, 
Who, born just fifty years ago at Yonkers, 

Jangs Banagher’ and Rupyarp Kipiinc 
conquers.”’ 


Oo 
, 
oO 














JANUARY 22, 1913. 


ee 
AANA NA Se ee RS 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



































SS 


AAA ROD, 
wan IRAN | 


P73) (Moa fa 


oy) ‘ ’ 
oe } Me ped bt § 
orl Mr Me 


‘ \ & \ \ : ny Ni 
y )) >, Mi 
Tice | 


Ss AM | i! 
Ai 
I 


‘ 


’ 
pie gfe 


win) A 
‘“ peau U i 


222 li 
; ; Ses 


| 


yi! 





NI 
| 








SIPS S ok 
42277 


Agee 


YW SMS MF. 


























SCHOLAR-POACHER. 


:8, Whose interest in the Land Enquiry is well known, has (according to Lord Hatpanr) announced his intention 


g himself wholeheartedly into the Government scheme of National Education. } 


\ 
4 


THE 





- Ltoyp Gror: 


Mr 


of throwin 

















Husband, ‘‘On! 








THE CIVIL WAR. 


Wife. ‘‘No, INDEED! I cuT HER. 





SME Re AL2 


Doctor’s Wife (just returned from visiting). ‘I saw Dr. Brown’s WIFE THIS AFTERNOON.” 
Dip you SPEAK TO HER?”? 


SHF WAS WEARING A ‘PANEL’ Skrrt.’”’ 








HOW TO LOOK ON. 


Once and for all, the Public must 


learn that it is to be seen and not 
heard. Myr. BerNARD SHAW’s recent 


manifesto to theatre audiences, in which 
he asks them to refrain from laughter 
and applause, has already, we under- 
stand, done much to mitigate an evil 


turning our: theatres into mere resorts 
for recreation and amusement. We 


Lane, but that too will come in time. 


expressions of approval act as a stimulus 
0 the performer. 
have heard. But surely such approval 
can be expressed by some other and 
etter means than mere barbarous 
iproar? We ourselves have long ago 
ulopted the method of taking occasion 
f any interval that may occur to 
ipproach the performer and convey to 
lim, according to his status and the 
lature of his art, our gratitude and 
ippreciation by (1) a slap on the back, 








(2) a warm pressure of the hand, or (3) 
a dig in the ribs. 

But it is not only in theatres that the 
Public must learn to observe some 
measure of decorum. The time is ripe 
for a sweeping, root-and-branch reform 
in the matter. 

Thus, the custom of shouting personal 


| Again, the habit of snoring in church 
cannot be defended. It must be dis- 
tracting to the officiating clergyman, 
who is not improbably doing his best. 

| Even at political meetings one can 
seldom hear a pin drop. 

| And emphatically there must be no 
more “laughter in court.” Our magis- 


remarks to football players must be put | terial wits must make up their minds 


which had gone far in the direction of| a stop to. 


| 


| 


It is exasperating, to say 
the least, for those of us who have paid 
our money with the object of witnessing 


now the case, while one player or 


It is, we know, often contended that | another bows his acknowledgments or | 
‘replies to a greeting from a pal in the! 
“Tt bucks him up} 
0 find them biting back a bit,” as we| 


grand stand. 

The Cinema Theatre is another case 
in point. There can be no excuse 
whatever for the whispered comments, 
ejaculations and cat-calls which often 
punctuate the performance; and nothing 


could be more detrimental to the smooth | 


running of a film. A favourable im- 
pression can surely be conveyed by 
other means than these— 
in the form of a private letter of eulogy 
addressed to the manager. 


as for instance | 


| to forgo this temporary recognition and 
/content themselves with the more 
| . . . . . 

| lasting satisfaction to be obtained from 


should like to see more self-restraint on|a keenly contested game, to have to! appreciative notices (generally ample 
the part of the Little Ones at Drury| submit to repeated interruptions, as is 


|in scope) in the Press of the following 
| day. 





‘* Bands of Turco-Albanians, after pillaging, 
set fire to the dwellings and warehouses of 
Santi Quaranta, asmall seaport of Yanina... . 
|The losses sustained by the unfortunate in- 
| habitants are estimated at £20,000. 

(Other Peace News on Next Page.)”’ 
Evening Standard. 


, “Other” is good, 


‘¢ France will have another President before 
London has another issue of The Observer.’’ 
The Observer, Jan. 12. 
But the latter is, of course, the more 
, intriguing event. 











\ 


| that 


THE HUMAN HANDICAP. 
“Far be it from me,” 
with the onion 
decry the industry for which the ant, 
the bee and other insects and birds are 
—- justly or unjustly — famous, 


nevertheless, [ am reasonably certain | 
" } 
not } 


these little creatures are 
compelled to—ah—dig out for their 
living to anything like the extent to 
which we-—Mankind—are compelled 
to—ah—dig out. . . Lhave studied the 
question. a 

1 had encountered him sitting on the 
edge of the chalkpit past which runs 
the road to the golf links. He was 
operating with considerable é/an upon 
bread, and some rather 
His friendly smile, 


an onion, 
remarkable cheese. 


‘as L approached, seemed to light up 


the whole of «w_ tolerably spacious 
landscape, and LI liked him at once, 
adventurer fallen on evil times though 
all the visible evidence proclaimed him. 

He appeared to like me also, for he 
very generously offered me half his 
onion and bread and cheese, which, in 
common humanity to the mixed 
foursome to which Lt was proceeding, I 
was compelled to decline. 
He had made a few casual remarks 

industrial unrest—-very  restfully 
indeed -—-and therefrom had passed to a 
brief consideration of animal and insect 
labour. 

“Man digs out for many things, 
insects for one only,” he said thought- 
fully. “Lt have been watching an ant 
throughousé lunch Far be it from 
me to belittle an ant —but we cannot 
ignore the fact that this little crustacean 
works only for food. Food only.” He 
took a bite at his onion, and [ wondered 


on 


vaguely if (like the “erustacean’’) he 
had worked for that. 


* We—Mankind 


on the other hand, 


| have to work for food and many other 


things. And there you have in a 


| nutshell the reason why birds, insects, 
| wild animals and many domestic ones, 
| including fowls, are always happy—| we are at a disadvantage ? 


I man, 


| & pair of trousers 


given good health. 

“This afternoon, for instance, dull 
though it is, the air is full of the songs 
of the birds. But I hear no song of 
listen where [ will. And the 
» Man has something else to do. 
Like the birds, man (generally speaking) 
has already worked long enough to-day 
to earn his food. But, unlike the 
birds, he has not finished—he has still 
to put in enough labour to pay for, say, 
He gazed ab- 


reason ¢ 


said the man | 
° << 
‘far be it from me to} 


but, | 

| . 3 . * ay ac 
| Birds again have not to put in a! Motors, hothouse peaches, Havanas, 
part of every working day in order to| venison and champagne—we must and 





he said, with a remote irritation in his 
‘voice. “Think that over,” he added. 

It is an interesting and not particu- 
iitly pleasing side of the question. 
| Heconcluded the onion, and produced 
a packet of cigarette papers and a small 
roll of brown paper. 


provide themselves with tobacco,” he 
said with a melancholy smile, “or 
substitutes for tobacco.” He began 
reluctantly to pick off shreds of the 
brown paper. 


when he had unravelled them, and it 
was not until he placed the stuff in 
position on the cigarette paper that I 
apologised and offered him my cigarette 
case, 

“Try tobacco,” 
ishly. 

“Thank you, I will,” he replied, 
wanly, and cleared the case. Holding 
the cigarettes tightly in the warm- 
looking hand which had gripped the 
onion, he smiled at me. 

*“ Some men would,” he said, almost 
| playfully, “take the lot, I mean 
| Never 


‘ 


| friend +s He sighed and offered 
ime the handful of cigarettes. “My 
joke,” he said; “ I only require one.” 
But somehow I felt as though I 
should not care to smoke that afternoon, 
and so I presented them all to the 
drifter. 

“Very well—if it is your wish,” he 
said, and concealed them deftly in his 
jrags. He was the raggedest drifter I 
| have yet encountered. ‘To return to 
our subject. Animals, then, triumph 
lover us in the matter of procuring 
‘clothes. They get a suit for nothing. 
| And, equally, they triumph in the 
matter of wear. Compare the lasting 
| qualities of an average coat with the 
| feathers of a bird, the shell of an ant, 
}or the hair of a rabbit. We have 
| constantly to be renewing our clothes ! 
| Theirs are everlasting. You see where 


IT said, rather fool- 











“Now as regards rents and rates. 


| Every living thing but man is a born! 


| builder. Some build nests, some bore 
| holes, some use hives, and nocturnal 
| animals, such as bats, are furnished with 
| hooks on their elbows to hang them- 
| selves up with when they have finished 
| out-of-doors. But—and here is the 
| weak point—only about one man in a 

thousand can build a house for himself, 
jand so we have to waste another part 
| of our working day in providing for the 


| sently at the tasselled ends of his own.| cost of the builders’ output—time, re- 


| Then he roused himsell. 


is. The 


“Clothes generally, that 


| trouble is that clothes don't grow on a 


|member, which the bird sets aside for 


! song. You will see already why man 
| must work so long and ceaselessly 


I did not realize at first | 
that he intended to smoke the shreds | 
i type. 
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' Coffee, 


(January 22, 1913. 


I 


in the 
never sing. 
“Then 
there are our luxuries to earn. 
Birds and things do not use luxuries. 
But we have made life a mad and 
frenzied struggle in pursuit of luxury. 


land. Speaking for myself, 


1" His eyes began to 
he shook his tousled 


will have them 
sparkle and 





-and this is almost the last 


whiskers in the wind, tossing his head | 
like an old war-horse who hears afar off 


the strident blaring of bugles. He was 
using capitals now and a font of larger 
“Fur-coats, Cognac, Lobster 
Salad, Asparagus and Oysters!” He 
passed the back of his hand across his 
mouth and began carefully to pack up 
the relies of his lunch. “Turkish 
Yachts, 
Salmon Trout, arid Derby Winners 

ha! really it makes one wonder whethe: 
the birds have got the laugh of us afte 
all! Luxuries! But expensive ones! 
Caviare and Diamonds, Egyptian Cigar- 
ettes and Polo—no wonder the birds sit 
upon boughs and sing. They could 
sit there and shout hurray if they only 


present your case to a tramp, my | knew the price of luxuries, the toil and 
| worry it takes to pay for them. 


« Finally—I do not say this in any 
spirit of jealousy, but as a matter of 


Pité- de - foie - gras, | 


simple fact—there is existent a danger- | 


ous habit of viewing the methods of 
birds and things too indulgently.” A 
real indignation manifested itself now 
in his voice as in his gestures. 
instance, all birds’ are thieves—en- 
couraged and protected by Act of 
Parliament. My friend, I assure you 
that I have seen a blackbird flap into a 
cherry-tree, and steal half a peck of fruit, 
and spoil another half-peck. 


shot at? No. Not even scared out of 
jit. People don’t seem to care. ‘ Oh, 
| it’s the birds,’ they say simply. But | 


put it to you that if Jhad flapped up to 
that cherry-tree and started eating 
fruit. 

He ceased abruptly with a dry gulp, 
rose and slowly gathered his goods 
together, his eyes wandering across the 


‘sé For ' 


Was she | 


downs along the road to the workhouse. | 


“Far be it from me to belittle the 
birds, to deery the industry of the ant,” 
he repeated, “ but 
I have said... .” 

We moved along the road to the foot 
of the downs. 

“Tt’s a big subject,” he concluded, 
absently. “Almost as big as astro- 
nomy ;”’ and so drifted leisurely away. 





Pro Merito. 


«An experienced gentleman desires engage 
ment as assistant in an office or position ot 


7 . ” . * +/ trust, would accept small retribution.’’ 
man, and feathers do grow on birds,” | why the song of man is not often heard | 


Advt. in “ Eayptian Mai!.”’ 


think over what | 
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— AT: SMITt—o 
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The Knight of the White Elephant (fo damsel he t ing). “Twoox av raat; I'M roprrnG aur. My stors vo-pAy. Tat COMES 
OF HAVING A LESSON FROM THE PROFESSIONAL.” 











‘ rT ‘ T™ yee “ins sti ry) va Ta" a] r TT" « 
A CHOSEN SAINT. 5 —— ; ARE WE TOO BUSY TO THINK? 
Pen ae 1e pigments do portray ; . , . ” 
(St. Tobias and the Angel Rafeel, ae as hill I . [HERE is, we believe, 2 ‘symposium 
National Gallery. : : ae , fect soing i 
Sieuntinns ee | And those who passed that day | 0" the above subject a ty a in one of 
; \INTS Live in paint , So gracious and so gay. our contemporaries, but t at 1S no 
an ithin gan Square ; Lest sterner saints decry us, reason why people should send their 
a f he Now grant it that we may oer. Ac to us. a ‘ 
any ot them there, [lave little St. Topsras . r. ASQU ITH, the we % known renner 
Most radiant and most rare, | About us on the way? and strenuous coalitionist, goes straight 
ls no austere E1as, | : to the heart of the question: “ Yes, I 
All steadfastness and care, don’t think,” he writes ; adding, ‘“ Rrp- 
But little Sr. Tosras More Sex Problems. MOND does it for me.’ ad 
A , 7h . ; a ‘ . 
IOV: ase? I. Mr. Cuurc » emine avi 
A youth of joyant ai ‘<The Metropolitan at once secured an aver- Mr. Cut RCHILL, the € mine nt naval 
| Mark what befell age daily traftic of between 35,000 and 40,000 specialist, writes with the knowledge 


| persons, and on the great day of the entry into| that comes only from long intercourse 


Lt pon a pearl-winged prime . London of Queen Alexandra, who was then 


Great RAFAEI | Pej Wales. t] 1 ae with pathological cases: “ Thinking is 
reat NAPFAEL, rince o ales, the number rose to 000."’ > : - 

; o a ‘rely a matter of concentration. Son 
Though Heaven m harps lid Dundee Telegraph and Post. mere ly Linatter of entratio N 1e 


. have got the power, some have not. I, for 
chime | in If. 5 eatin eal ines aitediy conalaaik thas 
A rhapsody sublime | Wy, Dixie (late Miss Martin), Church} one, even with tie whole weight OF the 


| Street, Atherstone, begs to inform the in-| Admiralty (including all the Sea Lords) 


orsook the choir most pious | habitants of Atherstone and District that he 








By vale and hill to climb jhas taken the above premises for motor and oo wig sneMmeES, er near Se wuey wg 
With little Ge. Tonsas passa sepales,"*—The Atherstone Meare. think or I wouldn’t be where T am. 
Po Poy wigan een Si : Jefore 1 get up to speak I think W hat 
‘‘Sermons in Stones?” [am going to say; when I’m speaking 
They walked along ‘ Signal service is being done by the Bishop | [ think of what I’m saying; and when 
Till meads were dark with dew ; | of St. David's, who last night spoke in Flint.” I sit down I think a lot of what L’ve 
The lark’s high song, Daily Telegraph. | said.” 
The speedwell’s lowly blue : Mr. G. K. CHESTERTON, the trenchant 
Made musie for the two - | The Manchester Guardian refers to|casuist and the greatest authority on 
No questions that defy us, the Postmaster-GENERAL as Dr.|‘* What's Wrong with the World,” 
Nor problems we pursi | Heeenr Samvuen. It looks as if the| writes: “The reason why we're all too 
[ think that day Topras } Governinent recruiters had got him for] busy to think is that we ‘re all too busy 





Or e’en the Angel knew! the Panels. thinking.” 
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“PER PRO.” 

said Francesca, “ would you answer this man ? 

“There are,” I said, ‘a thousand ways, all equally good, 
of answering him. There is the familiar w ay; there is the| 
haughty third- person way, which involves a presentation of 
compliments and a tangled wel, of pronouns ; 
stern curt business way; there is—— 

“T_ did not ask,” she said, “for a complete essay on 


“ How,” 


is a good idea.” And she handed 
me the letter, which I read. 


OR THE LONDON CHARIV: ARI. 


there is the | 


correspondence. 1 wanted to know how to answer this 
particular man.” 

“Quite so,” I said; “I was coming to that. Would 
not be well to let me see his letter first ?”’ 

“There may be something in that,” she said. “ Yes, it 


[JANUARY 22, » 1913. 


“ But 1 why,” ” she said, “ give them a ads ate ? ? Tr never worry 
about dating ordinary letters and they seem to get there 
all right.” 

“It is always done in business circles,” I said, “ but, of 
|course, women are not brought up with business habits. 
| They do not understand banking-accounts or pass-books or 
| book-keeping by double entry.’ 

“ And all these matters,” she said, “are perfectly under- 

stood by Hammelstein and Ladenberger and by you. We 
are, no doubt, an inferior sex, and we mostly date our letters 


“WwW ed.’ or ‘Sat.’ Let us date this one ‘ Wed.’” 
“We will do nothing of the sort,” I said. “ We will date 


it in full, ‘ Wednesday, Jan. 15, 1913.’ Now for the body 
the letter. Francesea, we will be calm and sarcastic. 
- How will this do?” I read it 
out as I wrote it down :— 


of 





“ The case,” I said, “ presents 
no difficulty. This man says he | 
understands that you take an| 


interest in beautiful furs. He! 
solicits the honour of being! 


allowed to show you a unique | 
consignment just received from | 
Hudson’s Bay. He declares that } 
special circumstances enable him | 
to offer them at an extraordin- | 
arily cheap rate for cash; and} 
he adds that, unless you come | 
to a quick decision, the furs will 
be snapped up and you will lose 
the chance of a lifetime. He 
b signs himself,‘ Hammelstein-and | 
Ladenberger, per pro. A. F.,’ and 
he writes from an address in 
Clerkenwell.” | 

“ The rapidity with which you 
have mastered the contents,” | 
she said, “is amazing. But tell | 
me, what does ‘ per pro.’ mean?” 


“Tt is,” I said, “a Latin! 
expression.” 
* But do you think that 


Hammelstein and Ladenberger ' 








«Mrs. Carlyon presents her 
‘compliments to Messrs. Ham- 
melstein and Ladenberger——’”’ 

“<Per pro. A..F., said Fran- 
cesca. ‘* You must put that in. 

It sounds so cutting.” 

“*__to Messrs. Hammelstein 
and Ladenberger, per pro. A. F., 
and fails to understand why 
they have understood——’ ” 
| “That doesn’t sound quite 
right,” she said. 

“T will continue,” I said, “as: 
if you had not interrupted me ;' 

‘and fails to gather’—remem- 
ber that word, my dear— why 
or from whom they have under- 
stood that she is interested i 
beautiful furs.’ ” 

“ But Iam,” she said. “I’m 
simply frightfully interested 
them. It’s ro use pretending 
I’m not.” 

“No one,” I said, “ is expected 
to be absolutely truthful in the 
third person. Besides, I haven't 
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Z 


LLL TEE Mey, 


eA, 


said you’re not interested in 
ithem. Let me go on:— Mrs. 
Carlyon regrets that she is 


unable to afford Messrs. H. and 








verse- in their leisure moments. — 
Perhaps they are devoted to the Classics.” At the same time 
it would be rash to infer too much from a mere ‘ per pro.’ ”’ 

“It would be rash,” said Francesea, “to infer too much 
from anything; but you haven't told me what it means.” 

“ Francesea,” I said, “I will not deceive you. Your 
dreams of a classical firm of furriers are not warranted by 
this letter. ‘Per pro.’ means that Hammelstein and Laden- 
berger have not written this letter themselves. They have 
delegated the duty. They have, as it were, given a power 
of attorney to A. F. They have made A. F. their proctor. 
Francesea, they have put you off with a clerk. Yes, 
probably a clerk and much underpaid.” 

“ But how,” she said, “does an underpaid clerk know 
that I am interested in beautiful furs?” 

“There are mysteries in Clerkenwell,” 
sannot attempt to fathom ; but we can, at any rate, draft an 
answer to this letter. Come, Francesca, we will tackle 
them in the third person, and first we will date our reply. 
Write down ‘Jan. 15, 1913.” 


he is 





I said, ‘that we 





GOLFERS’ KNICKERBOCKERS BECOME MUCH MORE 


are Latin scholars? And why 
should they throw their silly 
Latin at me?” 
° ° 99 ° ves 

“It is just possible,” I said, 
“that both Hammelstein and, !! ones paises cage 
| : le herger tov witl | ati OUS WE WOULD SUGGEST THAT 
acaenberger voy 1h LAIN). vsr AS TO MERIT THE NAME 


L.— 
| “Sareasm, again,” 
cesca. 


VOLU MIN- 
THEY SHOULD BE PUT TO SUCH 
OF GOLF-BAGS, 


said Fran- 

“The initials are deadly.” 

. to afford Messrs. H. and 

L. the opportunity of showing her the consignment of furs 

they have lately received from Hudson's Bay.’ What do 
you think of that, Francesca ?”’ 

“T think I know a better way of answering,” 

“ What’s that?” 

“ T shan’t answer 


see 


she said. 


them at all.” 








Victims of Machinery. 
Chorus of retired cab-horses, on reading advertisement 


of a “ Mechanical Chauffeur”: “ Ha! ha! “Revenged!”’ 





‘The question of a remedy is, of course, a national one, but 
Manchester, as the chief sufferer in the country from air pollution, 
has a right to squeak first.’’— Daily Mail. 


What Manchester squeaks to-day, Xe. 





‘The bride going away in a coat and skirt of Wedgwood-blue ratine, 
with chiffon bodice to match, and a black velvet hai trimmed with 
mole feathers.’’—The Lady. 

The mole in question was one of a covey which had been 
shot by the bride’s father. 
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Guttersnipe (after dashing into the dar 
NOTHINK ELSE TO-NIGHT, Sirr!’”’ 


THE CHARM AND WONDER 
OF IT ALL. 
(Contributed.) 


[ HAVE done a bit of shopping in| 
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kness to get a cab). ‘‘’EERE y’ ARE, Sin! ’AIN’T NO TAXIS; KEBS ALL GONE; WON'T GET 





| salesmen and saleswomen—for in this| And so I came away from this fairy 
marvellous place both sexes are em- | palace, a little piqued, possibly, at not 
(ployed and, I am convinced, work | receiving a parting gift of a five-pound 
lamicably together —were displaying | note, but otherwise in a glow of enthu- 
|goods on wooden counters made ex-|siasm for everything connected with 








| parcel which, from the expression of 
| their faces, had obviously cost only 


half as much as in any other shop and 
Was twice as good. 
money had been paid and receipts given, 
the establishment being a model not 


| only of excellence and despatch, but also 


of organization. As a lady near me 
remarked to her astonished companion, | 


fulfilled. 


Passing on in a very dream of rapture, 

I came at last to the room where my 
own modest needs were to be supplied 
and where naturally my critical sense 
would be most exercised. 
hope, I say at once, was more than 
The articles IT wanted weye 

either in stock or would be as 


the assistant treated me with respect, | 


My every | 


i¢ 

my time, but never under such perfect | pressly for that purpose and kept spot-|the place and its superb and startling 
conditions. My first surprise was,when | lessly clean, and were doing it with 
& commissionaire on the pavement!such ingratiating tact that life-long 
opened the door of my cab and spread | friendships with customers were being 
an umbrella for me; my second, the} formed. As another lady near me re- 
attentions of a polite gentleman in a| marked, “Now you see what I said: 
well-fitting frock-coat who met me just | the assistants serve the customers here.” 
inside and inquired with the utmost | 
solicitude as to my wishes. This, I 
said to myself, is not only business but 
pleasure. Having told him what I 
wanted, I followed his directions and 
made my way to the required depart- 
ment, passing «1 route crowds of happy 
traffickers, each of whom earried a litile ! 


efficiency. 

N.B.—The foregoing article is at the 
disposal of any firm that sees profit in 
\it. Prices on application. 


| 
! 





“Mr. Asquith quoted with impressive 
‘effect the famous lines (sic) of Virgil: 


‘Tantae molis erat 

Romanam condere gentem.’’’ 

| “HJ.” in ** The Daily Chronicle.”’ 
We notice, by the way, that this 
couplet does not rhyme. The P. M. G. 
however makes a more interesting ob- 
servation on the passage. ‘ He bravely 


| 
| 


For these articles | 


possibly even admiration; my money | quoted,” it says, “a Virginian tag 
was instantly accepted ; my receipt was which even his Minister of Education 
in order; in short, I was in a com-/ may have recognised.” 

mercial paradise and knew it. A little! Mr. Asquirn (bravely). As one of 
scrap of conversation which I over-|the old poets of Virginia has it, Sir: 
heard at this time fortified my own | ‘Shine, shine, moon, 

opinion. ‘* Whatever they haven’t got,” | While I dance with Dinah dear.” 


* ay | 
said a lady to her friend, “they always 


Mr. Pease (with a sigh of relief). 


“It’s just as I told you, dear, you get| promise to get;” and her friend’s ex-| Ah! that’s all right. 


Thought it 


a receipt for everything! ” 


Meanwhile on all sides the civil | joy will not soon fade from my memory. | johnnies. 


| pression of bewilderment, gratitude and | was going to be one of those Roman 











| 
| 
| 
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Jarye (disturbed Ly the motion of the cart). Per THE BRAKE ON, Missvs.” Mrs. Jarge. “'T've Gor tnx os, Jarcn.” 
Jarge. “* WULL, DamMY! TAKE Us OFF! I KNEW ‘rWERE stMMaAtT!"’ 


But, if ‘twill solace your maternal mind, 
Seek now the chymist-—there is one that hangs 


THE MORNING AFTER. 


Nay, mother, nay. Though I be weak and wan, Out by the corner—he, no doubt, will find 
Fetch not the doctor, mother, [ beseech : Some easement of my pangs. 
It is but megrims—it will pass anon ; - e en 
Oh! mother, not the leech He has great store of simples, low in price, 
, Comely and void of taste and prompt to heal 
Mother, Ll fear the man. He is not fair. To swallow, with a little water, thrice, 
He does not come to pity or condole, One after every meal. 
2 . ’ 2} yr av are 
it idee Be his the choice. And, ere the day go by, 
? = We will remit these humours and this pain ; 
And he is cruel. At his questioning But let not the physician come to pry | 
My very secret tongue must [ obtrude ; Till 1 am well again. Dem-Dert. 





He does not weep to see the piteous thing; 
It only makes him rude. 





‘He “Mr. Forbes-Robertson? came to the couplet = | 
, re ‘Ki caaiiadion. mats taindadtcs Mihididen, siimaniailie 
Nay, more. With icy skill he drags to lelit Kind heart coher shan coronets, = — 
ah ~ detuil +] ye iad ld 1 ot And simple faith than Norman Forbes 
. 10Se Very ¢ etl S$ that the coy woul SUPHIK But in thinking of his brother, perhaps in connection with the cas 
From deeply probing: how L[ spent last night ; a play he was shortly to produce, he rendered it thus: 
My food; alas, my drink; ‘Kind hearts are more than coronets, | 
. F . } And simple faith than Norman Forbes! 
Whither [ faved, and when regained my couch, Inferview with Str John Hare in ** Toronto Star Weekt: 
And other truths that are not his to seek : On the whole and after due consideration we prefer { 
lor some, indeed, [ could not wholly vouch: ; second version. : | 





Of others, would not speak. | | 


. ; , ! © T left Whitehaven by the 8.30 rain in the morning, intending t» 
So he goes, primed; and, knowing that [ ail, 


go to Barrow. After leaving Ravenglass the train ran into a hea 
(Coward ') he sends—oh, mother, this to me snow-drift. The driver, the soker, und the guards tried their utmost 
Some draught enough to make a strong man pale, to proceed, but so deep was the snow that the task proved an impos-i 
one. Interview in ** Daily News and “ter. 


For which he asks a fee. : angers 
; And the stoker had to go without his T. 
Then, mother, though my tortures cut like knives, 
Though-all my molten cockles be in flames, 
Call not the cunning man-—if he arrives, 
5 





Commercial Candour. 


‘* Gentleman's best boxcalf boots, just made, unworn, uncomforta! 


Tt is all up with James. small sevens, 15/6."’"— Raraar, Exchange and Mart. 
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NOT LOST, BUT LEFT BEHIND. 


(lo4 request of the Ship's Creu 2 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 





in general or this Clause in parti- reassured Fog again closing in, he 
cular... . The right honourable gen- | declared, ‘The LEADER oF THE OpPpo- 


| 





i — . . > | . . . . 
(ExTracteD From THE Diary oF Tosy, M.P.)/tleman has attended several debates,| sition has said nothing with which I 
House of Commons, Monday, January | but evidently has not profited by listen- | do not agree.” 


13.—Fog outside; fog inside; plenty|ing to them, or he would not have) 
As it broods! made so foolish a speech.” 
“ Puerile,” “childish,” “absurd,” were 


of room for it here. 
over half-empty benches one seems to 
recognise a coronetted head 
suggestive of House of Lords 
taking look round, preliminary 
to making quick end ofa 
measure that has occupied full 
forty days of labour in the 
Commons. 

‘Fee, fi, fo, fam, 

I smell the blood of an Englishman,”’ 
was the remark, clear in drift 
if faulty in rhyme, of an ogre 
familiar in childhood. Fee, fi, 
fo, fum. House of Lords smells 
the blood of another Home Rule 
Bill and means to drink every 
drop of it. 

The Speaker, looking up after 
Questions were over, very nearly 
varied long career of correctitude 
by a curious blunder. Catching 
sight of humanised figure of the 
Fog standing at the Bar he was 
about to say, ‘*‘ Members desiring 
to take their seats will please 
to the Table.” Just in time realised 
actual situation. Adroitly coughed by 
way of intimating that so far from 
having intended to make a remark it 
was only the Fog that had got into 


Foc iN THE Howse. 
come | other descriptive epithets applied to 
the discourse. 

Incident evoked one of those out- 
bursts of self-sacrificing loyalty that | 
from time to time ennoble Parliamentary | 
debate. From corner seat behind Front 
his throat. Opposition Bench GinBertT ParKER 

Weird effect increased by glimpses | listened with anguished feelings to this 
caught in Gallery facing SpraKker’s | attack on his esteemed Leaver. Rising | 
Chair of faces apparently bodyless.} when Mason resumed his seat, the. 
These were the strangers 
peering through the Fog won- 
dering what had become of His 
Majesty’s Ministers. With the 
exception of two they were cer- 
tainly not in their places when 
Questions were called on. As 
for Front Opposition Bench, it 
was, save for the Fog, tenantless. 
Later, when House resumed 
consideration of Home Rule 
Bill on Report Stage, Bonner 
Law turned up and, as ever, 
obedient to call of duty, con- 
tributed a speech criticising 
Clause 40. 

Straightway had occasion to 
wish he had been altogether lost 
in the Fog on his way down. 
Mason (of Coventry), following 
him, administered castigation so 
vigorous that as he spoke the 
Fog in his immediate neigh- 
bourhood judiciously cleared 
away, leaving him standing out 
as it were in a halo of light. 

“The LeaDER oF THE Op- 
POSITION,” he said, “does not 
appear to understand the Bill 





’ 


‘*OQUTBURST OF SELF-SACRIFICING LOYALTY.’ 


which I do not agree.”’ 


(Sir GILBERT PARKER.) 











‘““The LEADER OF THE OpposiTION has said nothing with 


Burst of hilarious cheering from 
Ministerial Benches testified that in 
spite of appearances the occupants are 
not wholly unsympathetic with 
lofty sentiment and chivalrous 
impulse. 

Business done.—Kighth day 
allotted to debate on Report 
Stage of Home Rule Bill fol- 
lowing on twenty-seven days in 
Committee. House rapidly ap- 
proaching state of coma. On 
stroke of midnight, Ministerial- 
ists roused themselves to pitch 
of hearty cheer when Report 
Stage was brought to conclusion. 

Tuesday— Home Rule Bill 
awaiting Third Reading; Welsh 
Church Bill gets a look in. 
Welsh Bill and Irish Bill re- 
semble each other inasmuch as 
mere mention of Order of the Day 
is signal for stampede. When, 
immediately after Questions, the 
first Order is read by Clerk at 
Table — to-day, for example, 
“Welsh Church Disestablishment Bill; 
Committee’’—it behoves the Sergeant- 
at-Arms to advance to Table and re- 
move the Mace, which lies upon it 
only when, with SPEAKER in Chair, 
House is in full session. Of late this 
has become a practice as perilous as 
crossing Trafalgar Square at high-tide 
of traffic. Stream of Members hurrying 
out threatens to catch up Sergeant-at- 
Arms and carry him forth on 
crest of wave. Only natural 
grace and long - trained habit 
enable Sir Henry ERskinE to 
stem the current with dignity, 
not to speak of personal safety. 

Those who remain to carry on 
debate make up in vigour of 
speech for lack of numbers. 
Considering we are talking about 
a venerated Church, with its re- 
tinue of bishops, rectors, vicars, 
and all that, not forgetting the 
charwoman, our language is 
occasionally awful. 


Charwoman, probably — en- 
gaged elsewhere, turned up 
quite late in sitting. Was 


armed in by Jones of Merthyr- 
Tydvil. Question arose on pro- 
posal to compensate lay patrons 
and lay holders of freehold 
offices in the Church. It was 
here that EpGar Jones drama- 
tically appeared on scene with 
simpering charwoman on his 
arm. If compensation was go- 
ing round she, he insisted, had 
as much right to it as had the 
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rector, and if she got it in common with 
the rest “ practically every penny the 
Bill proposed to take away would get 
back into the pockets of the Church.’ 

Here broke forth flood of vit uperatic mn 
which even the 
wineed, Farlier in sitting, Lorp Bor 
who is thoroughly enjoying himself, 
deseribed UnpeEr Secretary ror Tlome 
Orricr as “the villain in a melodrama.” 
Cousin Huau, not to be out of it, de- 
clared “the Government ought to be 
ashamed of putting words into a clause 
with a view to secure by that 
injustice should be accomplished. As 
to paar Jones and the charwoman, 


before charwoman 


law 


Criprs, fresh from the cooler Court of| 
Arbitration, telephoned the assertion } 
that “Welsh Members approach the} 


Bill with sole desire to see what plan 
der they can get.” Tout le 
(ALFRED) venturing to doa few sums on 
an imaginary blackboard, LytrELron 
scornfully alluded to “his more malig 


nant associates,” rude reference that 
caused Bryxomor Jonrs to blush to the 
roots of his hair. 

Unkindest, least deserved cul of all 
was Slashed at the Mab IJFLarrer. 


GounpInag moved closure. The Map 
Harrer, at the moment seated in deep 
thought, stirred himself and said, “ After 


| the smashing speeches delivered on this 


side the only Member who ventures to 
rise from opposite benches wants to 
have the Question now put. i 
nothing more to be said.” 
Metaphorically wrapping his blanket 
him, after fashion the Red 
Indian whose customary formula for 


rm 
I nere is 


¢ 
Ol 


about 


bringing his remarks to a finale—'Top- 
of-the-River has spoken !!--he para 
phrased, he resumed his seat. And} 


Monp | 
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opening passage of speech moving re- , 


jection of the Bill. 


“ The whole course of our proceedings | 


reminds me,” he said, “of those old 
comedies of intrigue in which the chief 
schemer goes to each one of the sub- 
ordinate characters in turn, and, giving 
a different version of his object, induces 
them by separate methods to carry out 
his policy and finally leaves them all 
dupes.” 

Ilereupon, ripple of 
rising from Treasury Bench swelled 


ia Se a 
cachinnation 


into hilarious roar of laughter and ironi- | 
Prince Artuunr stood a| 


cal applause. 
moment in silent amazement. Turning 


meant. Bonner sagely shook his head, 





ert 


hyr-Tyavil.” 


what does the British public think was! 


the response this dignified interposition 
met with ? 

“Go on, Harlequin,’ 
cried from 


one, happily 
anonymous, Opposition 
Benches. Harlequin, quotha! 

Cry taken up in various quarters. 
Map Harrer rose again; greeted with 
roar of contumely ; 
tongued, rang his voice : 
of order, Sir.”’ 


“On a point 


Just on stroke of half - past ten, 
Whilst Opposition roared and Map 
Harter, during momentary pauses, 


shouted “On a point of order,” blade 


of guillotine fell. Division took place ; 


Charwoman Amendment defeated by 
291 to 179. 

Business done.—Getting on nicely 
with Welsh Disestablishment Bill. — 

Thursday. Home Rule Bill read a 
third time. It is now on the knees of 
the Lords. 

Most interesting episode in two 
nights’ not oppressively brilliant debate 


was Prince Arruur’s dilemma in the 


above it, clarion- j 


| “T thought,” said Parsce Arruvr, 
| when uproar had subsided, “1 was not 
junusually slow in detecting what the 


| Louse expresses in the least articulate | 


jfashion. But honestly I do not know 
fon this occasion how I have earned the 
}warm approval of so many gentlemen 
lon both sides by the same observation.” 
| Here there were fresh outbursts of 
| genial laughter. 

“None but he,” said the Memper 
FOR Sark, looking admiringly at his old 


with equal brevity, more accuracy, and 
i fuller measure of the picturesque, have 
described his own position when, ten 
he, Premier, 
mancuvring round Tariff Reform.” 
Business done._-Home Rule Bill read 


Yiys 


years being Wis 


uno, 


367 votes against 2 


a third time by 








Asking for it. 


‘ * While a party were returning by motor cat 
from Onich to Fort William, the car skidded 
near Deorricchoarochan.,’ The Scotsinan, 


round, he asked Boxxer Law what it} 


favourite, a master of phrases, could | 
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THE RED HEADS. 

A GREAT meeting was held in the 
| Searlet Town Hall, under the auspices 
of the Rufus League, on Friday last, 
to discuss the alleged decrease in the 
numbers of red-headed people and to 
devise means to defeat it. - The Rufus 
League, we may add, was originally 
founded by the Norman king of that 
;name, and has always consisted of 
twenty-two members, who are known 
familiarly as the Twenty-two Carrots 

The Chair was taken by the Presi- 
dent, Sir Rurvus Isaacs, who, in 
; accordance with the rules, opened the 
proceedings by singing “QO Ruddier 
than the Cherry,” the anthem of the 
League. He then called on the See- 
jretary, the Right Hon. Lord- Justice 
Cherry—to whom we believe Hanper 
}dedicated the song in question—to 
read the letters from: various members 
and sympathisers who were unable to 
attend. Foremost amongst them was 
a spirited contribution from Mr. Ruppy 
KirLinc, two lines of which we are 
allowed to reproduce by kind permission 
of his publishers :— 


‘Never the dingo dozes, never the bulrushes 
shoot 
But a red-polled son of Englan 
on the All-Red route."’ 


i starts out 


letter pointed out that GotpsmitrH 
began one of his most famous poems 
with the words “ Sweet Auburn.”’ 

Mr. Hato Caine, who enclosed a 
photograph of himself taken by the 
new chrono-chrome process, wrote that, 
if he might be permitted to jest on such 
a subject, nothing was red about Bacon 
except his works, while SHAKSPEARE, 
like Bayarp and Another who should 
ibe nameless, favoured in his chevelure 
the hue immortalized in the portraits 
of Trrtan, 

Dr. C. W. Sanneny, the famous 
Professor of Kugenies, sent a brief but 
momentous memorandum on the best 
means of fostering the red corpuscles 
which conduce to the pigmentation of 
ithe capillary follicles. In his opinion 
this could be best arrived at by a diet 
of tomatoes, ginger and 
washed down by liberal potations o 
Burgundy, Barolo and Chianti. 

Sir Rurvus Isaacs, who was much 
moved during the reading of the last 
letter, then addressed the meeting. He 
began by reminding them that his own 
presence in an 
position was due rather to his name 
than his mane. He then went on to 
enumerate the losses which England 
would suffer if this picturesque feature 





beetroot, 


ant —_ 
there such exalted 





‘ 
' 





| The Port LAUREATE in a remarkable | 


‘ 


| 
| 


of her rural and civie life were allowed | 


to die out. A red-haired man, wherever 
seen, never failed to bring into the 
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Man in Second Row. * 

Man in Front Row. ©“ Tri 
WOODEN LEG IS WONDERFU1L..”’ 
prospect that warm touch which artists | 
as different as Coror and LANDSEER| 
so esteemed; while a red-haired girl, 
wherever seen, was like a glint of gold. | 
(Loud cheers.) Were they to dis-| 
appear, what would become of that 
curious enactment of nature which 
provided that whenever one met a red- 
haired girl one could see at the same 
time a white horse? Scientists had 
for centuries puzzled their brains to 
explain why this was, but in vain. 
Yet the strange fact remained. As to 
what were the causes of the decrease 
in ved hair no one could rightly say.’ 
Many Unionists believed that the 
Government at large, and Mr. Lioyp 
GEORGE in particular, had discouraged 
it, and were to be blamed in the matter. 
But when they remembered that Mr. 
Luoyp GEorGE was named after Davin, ' 
the ruddy antagonist of the Philistines, 
they could hardly accept this view. 
He himself saw some hope for the 
| future from Canada, in view of the 
| notoriously red hair of General Wourer. 
| (Cheers.) Whatever they did, they 


ACCOMPANTIST 


: (groans). 
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THF LADY SEEMS TO PLEASE you?”’ 


PLEASES ME, Sim. 


must not lose hope. He himself, as 
a member of the optimistic 
Cabinet of recent times, would never 
(Renewed cheers.) 

Mr. Bernarp Sraw, who apologised 


most 


do SO. 


for being not so fiery as he once was, | 
‘the alloy of old age having dimmed 


his fuwrnace—in other words, grey hair 
having supervened—then spoke. He 


said that as a descendant of Owen Ror | 
O'Neitu and a sympathiser with the} 


Red Hand of Ulster, though at the same 
time a fervent supporter of maintaining 
the Green above the Red, he fully ap- 
proved of the aims and objects of the 
League. He called upon his twenty-one 
fellow Carrots to pledge themselves to 
do everything in their power to impress 


upon Society the merits of ruddiness. | 
He himself was writing a play to that 


end. (Cheers.) With Dr. SaLeresy’s 
excellent programme he found himself 
in agreement, except as regarded the 
beverages. For the wines named he 
would suggest substituting ginger ale 
(marked depression) and red ink 
Only 


on those conditions 


Migr. 


SS 


t 


Titer! Nom 


ee aie 
a 


(T OF THAT ‘CELLO FoR A MAN WITIT A 


‘could he retain his membership. 
' (Uproar, during which the meeting re- 
' solved itself into a free fight, everybodys 
| seeing red.) 





The Cannibals. 

‘The restaurant was also doing a large 
business, many dinner parties being held to 
partake of the special men which had been 
provided.’’"—Bombay Gazette. 


A correspondent, whose heart is in 
the right place, complains of the way 
in which her letters have been treated 
. . rr 

in the pillar-boxes. They come to her, 
“smeared all with 
suffragetted hydrogen.” 


‘she says, over 
‘ The offertory box inside the church porch, 
at St. Paul’s Church, Fairhaven, was broken 
open between Monday at noon and yesterday. 
If vou want a fine dramatic treat, go and 
‘The Thief’ at the Pier Pavilion to- 
night..’—Lytham Standard, 


see 


In connection with a possible association 
of Samuel Taylor Coleridge and the late 
Samuel Coleridge Taylor, it is stated that 
such is not the case.’’—Musical News. 

So now we can all breathe again. 

















AT THE PLAY. 
“ Get-RicH-Quick WALLINGFORD.” 


Ix my anxiety to be a true admirer 


, of America and her genius, I would 





give a lot to know that the plays which 
she is now sending us were composed 


exclusively for our market, just to see | 


to what lengths the dull Britisher would 
let his silly leg be pulled before he 
found out. But unhappily all these 
dramas come trailing clouds of glory 
accumulated in the course of prodigious 
the other and 


eareers on side ; 


samples which they give usof vulgar 


roguery on the one hand and _ stupid | 


cupidity on the other have been warmly 
acknowledged by the American public 
as representative of typical features in 
the national character. I cannot bear 
to believe this, and yet I may not do 
our friends the effrontery of disputing 
their opinion of themselves as reflected 
in their own mirror of life. 

This opinion was further endorsed 
by the U.S.A. colony in London, who 
figured in great force on the first night. 
All the humours of Mr. Conan’s play 
were received by them with a very loud 
enthusiasm, in which I could seldom 
join, though I must have seen some of 
the points. Every American present 


seemed to have a financial interest in| 


the enterprise, or at least to regard the 
national honour as being staked on its 
success. 

One thing I am thankful for: we need 
never again worry about an enigma that 


must often have troubled the thinking | 


mind—how it is that in America, where 





J. Rufus Wallingford (Mr. Hate Hamutox) 
to Horace Daw (My. Jeuian Roycr). ** Why 
don’t you get a smile like » It comes 


off every time.”’ 


ine 





this | 
means, if it means anything, that the | 
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| everybody is so smart, there is so much 
| money to be made and so quickly. How 
'can they even make a living by taking 
'one another in? Well, I gather from 
Ready Money — and the revelation is 
supported by Get-Rich-Quick Walling- 
ford—that our minds had been abused; 
that we were wrong in imagining that 
all Americans are smart. It seems that 
| the mugs over there enjoy a numerical 
, superiority of at least ten to one. 

lt was a flaw in the new play that 
}its mugs were such “easy fruit.” The 
|leading rogue never found an opponent 
worthy of his steel. In Ready Money 
\it was a square fight all through 

| diamond cut diamond—with the detec- 
tive force. 
soon settled, was with a pretty typing- | 
girl. 








Management that the play “ points | 
that excellent moral, ‘ Honesty 1s the | 
best policy.’’’ Let me, as a moralist, 
warn the British publie against this 
misleading statement. It so happens | 
that a stroke of fortune gives a crown | 
of unpremeditated honesty, in a techni- | 
cal sense, to a scheme conceived and | 
executed in a spirit of the purest fraud. 
These rogues do ill by stealth and wake 
to find it fame. It was no fault of 
theirs. 

Let me also warn this same innocent 
| public against their persuasive charm. 
|Mr. Hate Hamitton, with that in- 
sinuating voice and accent and smile 
of his, was irresistible for his victims on 
both sides of the footlights. There is 
something almost Greek in his catholic 
| feeling for the joy of life. Our British 
| stage-villains—burglars always eXx- | 
cepted—are not built that way. They 
itake their vices, as the virtuous take 
| their pleasures, with a spice of sadness. 
And this, of course, is morally sound. 
| But, put your morality aside as you 
;enter—there are cloak-rooms provided 
{in all modern play-houses—and you | 
| will 
| Wallingford. 





;cursions, at full speed, of negligible | 
‘people all busy in establishing 
| atmosphere of American hustle; or! 
lthe endless introductions of one unim-! 


|portant person to another which om) 


stitute the dominant feature of the last 
Act. And your sophisticated minds 


;must bear with the simple irony, mildly | 


Sophoclean, by which the villains 


| 
testament 


I see in a brochure published by the} 





an 


“ Bitty’s Fortune.” 

The maker of Billy’s Fortune—I 
refer to his adoptive father, and not 
to Mr. Roy Horniman—was never seen 
by us, for he was a corpse before the 
eurtain rose; but if his last will and 
revealed the man he must 
have been something of a humorist. 
For in the first place he disappointed 
his relations of the bulk of his fortune, 
leaving it to Billy, a “ pauper brat” ; 


NG. 


Mr. Bradley (Mr. E. M. Rosson) tries to 
conciliate Billy (Master JoHNNIE Brown) with 
a present for a good boy. 
and, secondly, he bequeathed £100,000 
to whichever family Billy should elect 


to make his home with, after a three | 


months’ test of each. Though ignorant 
of this condition, Billy at once recog- 
nises that he is meant to be spoiled, 
and lends every possible assistance to 
that end. Six months have elapsed 
and we see him in the hands of No. 3 
of the spoilers. He has developed into 
a sort of ‘‘ Buster Brown,” and has the 
whole ménage under his little heel; 
his wildest freaks of behaviour being 
tolerated, since correction is unthink- 


| able if his hosts are to secure a 


favourable report. What with loss of 


get a lot of simple fun out of|}self-respect, and mutual suspicion as 
But you must not mind} between the competitors, it is a sad 
{the noise and rush; the constant in-| revelation of 


some of the most de- 
plorable aspects of human nature. 
This kind of thing is only possible 
on the stage if it goes without a 
check to the laughter; and, to be 
frank, the Second Act had its intervals 
of repose. But there were hilarious 
moments, as when the.entire household 
paraded, as a military band, in various 
sketchy uniforms, under the dragooning 


offer to take the audience into their) of the Napoleonic infant. 


confidence. 


And at the end, if you have not 


laughed quite as freely as you were told | young couple. 


In the Third Act we find Billy trans- 
ferred to the care of an ideally happy 
They, too, would be 


you were going to, do not east doubt} glad to touch the money, but are not 


on the American sense of humour, but | 


put the trouble down to your British 


jlack of it. This is the true hospitality.|on the very first evening (Christmas | 





going to sacrifice their own souls—or 
Billy’s—in the process. Accordingly, 
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Day, too) the rod comes out, and the | austerity of such a réle as that of Aunt 
spoiling of the child is over for ever.| Fanny. 
By 10 p.m. he is one of the family,| Altogether a quite pleasant and in- 
sitting in pyjamas round the fire and| nocent little comedy, for which the| 
listening contentedly to a fairy-tale, a | brief time it occupied (two hours gross) | 
thing he had never done before. It! was ample allowance. 0.8. | 
was a refreshing scene, made pretty | | 
by the mother and children, and restored | ‘“ Florence. | 
our belief in humanity. And if there} Yesterday evening at the Lyceum before | 
was just a suspicion of priggishness in |a large and distinguished audience, nthe | 
| 
| 
| 








. : ? | Browinug Efg delivered a lecture on the 
the voices of the parents, this defect of | 


: . : | English priests of the last century. The 
virtue should be easily remedied. | lecturer related piquant anecdotes, hitherto | 
“Train up a child,” says SoLomon, ne pay ae, Bayron, oa’ 
“inthe way he should go,and . . . he} Fwni pr ygen Bp gg Bee te Dee os, 
ill wb + fy t.” I cere ; | with all of whom he was intimately ac- 

= not depart from it. t was there- | quainted.”—La Tribuna. 

"ey . vk as 2 | . . ’ 
ee to — a Act when | One regrets the veteran littérateur’s 
ws meer “ hes 7 se ot grag | reticence on the subject of his lifelong 
a py My a m sees vo “of Fatt friendship with Sir Flip Spakeshear 

rust that the character of little vy. 
| and Skidney. 
Master JoHNNIE Brown, ; : 
Billy with considerable 


who played | 
intelligence | 
and aplomb, will 1 favourably | 
and aplomb, will not be unfavourably | 
. . . . = | 
affected either by the preliminary 
booming of him in the Press or by his | 
early contact with the seamy side of 
human nature | the grown-ups, that | 
eer ture. Of the grown yp sdeneng pare on Sun Gan nace,” 
delightful actor, Mr. O. B. Cuarence, | 
as one of the designing relations, bore 





‘* Wilshire tells us that infantile paralysis is 
caused by a germ conveyed by a stable fly.’’ 
Daily Herald. 

These microbes are getting very lux- ; 

urious in their methods of locomotion. | 





OF 
} Evening Standard. 

: There must be some mistake. Our in- | 
the chief burden in a part that suited | formation is that both Universities have 
his distvessful methods, though I can | decided to give the adversary beans. 
imagine him funnier, The others fell | eee 

easily into the picture; but a kindly | 
Providence has given Miss MANSFIELD | 
too genial a countenance 


| 

to 
hi 

| 


‘*Complexions removed.”’ 
aldvt. in ** Daily Express.”’ 





for thei At owner’s risk, we presume. 
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"Arry. ‘‘ THANK ’EAVEN FOR THESE EARS; I ONLY WISH THEY WAS ’orNs!”’ 


THE LONDONER EXULTS 
(over the cracks in St. Paul's). 
I may be undersized and thin, 
I may be drab and mean, 
The smallest sort of fragment in 
An infinite machine; 
Both Fame and Fortune may have 
passed 
And left me on the shelf, 
But I’ve begun to see the vast 
Importance of myself. 


It makes my modest bosom throb 
With pride to note the rout 

Of Art and Faith before the job 
Of moving me about ; 

The ‘buses roar, the trains pursue 
Their subterranean track— 

I must be served and swifty too, 
Though half the town should erack. 


L thunder down to work each morn, 
And some historic shrine 

Must have its matchless fabric torn 
To get me there at nine; 

And when I gather up my traps, 
As sundown sets me free, 

A nation’s monuments collapse 
To take me home to tea! 








‘* He insisted on searching Sir Edward, and, 
the latter’s horror, two acres were found up 
s sleeve and one in his pocket.’’ 

Paignton Observer. 


| Where was the cow ? 








ee 
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let us Say, The Sc sialeatie Guardian, 
| the b: wckground to the characters, Mr. ¢ 
lmade a sporting if rather too ambitious attempt to chronicle 
the doings and inter-relations of a lavge clerical family (there 


But, to ae. from 


| | produe tion of that clever lady, Mrs. ALFRED SipGwick, aud) were ten of the Folyats, counting the parents), an attempt 
| displays her art in various lights all good, if not quite the 


| best. 





Hr. Sheringham, you shoul | be told, i 
story, almost a novel. The Others are short short stories, | 

and some sketches so slight as not to be stories at all. J/r.' 
Shi ap. san however, is capital fun—a tale with all the 
right elements of popul: wity: a poor heroine, friendless in 
Paris, and some wicked adventurers who almost murdered 
her to obtain some valuable shares, which she carried! 
about with her, heroines 
little bag. This, of 
course, was after she had 
heen enriched by the gifts of 
a kind unele, a financier, who, 
having presented her) with 
stock certificates worth fifty 
thousand pounds, left her 
quite alone in a strange land, 
at the mercy of a couple sO 
patently villainous that one’s 


is & long short 


as 


do, in 


flosh crept to read about 
them. You will now not be 
astonished to hear that 


comic relief is supplied by 

page-boy (red-haired) and a 
friendly cook, who fulfil thei: 
obvious purpose by helping 
In moments ol 
You \\ ill 


lement 


N 


heroine 
gent need. 
be prepared for my sta 
that the whole thing shows 
Mis. Srpawick as a_ teller 
of effective stories, such 
many writers could 
with equal success, 
than as the creato 
thing exquisite as, 
example, The Severiits. 
for the moments when one 
no more than an! 
improbable tale of 


the 


also 


“er . y 


as 
manage 
rather 
any-| 
for! 
But 


of 


Ly, 
Wh 


al oh 


so 


demands 
honest 





that has hardly been rivalled, perhaps, since the days of 
Miss Cuarnorre Yonce, though what that good lady 





————7 


GILBERT CANNAN has | 


would have said to her successor’s tiresomely emancipated 


views on life and love, as expressed through the lips of 
Serge, the Bohemian eldest son, I shudder to think. 


They were an unhappy family, the Fo/yats, from little James, | 


who fell of the roof on page 46, to Frederick, who shot 
himself in the train on page 332; and the whole book is 

- undeniably gloomy; but Mr. 
GILBERT CANNAN writes well, 
and, except when he 
moralising, is always 
teresting. But, if he ever 
ge‘s a whack on the head 
from half-a-brick while he is 
walking through Mdward 
Square, Manford, he must 
not complain. He is simply 
asking for it 


Is 


in- 


Hei 
Burdon 


name was Barbara 
and she was called 


chester, married again she 


got on quite badly with he 


step-mother. So, after a 
,tempestuous interlude in a 
ischolastic establishment for 


young ladies and an incident 
on the high road, 
Barbara turns a 
| cut-purse’s pistols upon him- 
self, we find her at sea in a 
war-ship, er route to join her 
banished brother in Canada, 
And because the ship is 
French you get the quaint 
experience of hearing the 
Kinglish fleet spoken of as 
there is 








and buildings through the not 
with which the author 
like the game, I think, 


they will like Mr. 


too difticult fog of aliases 
has enshrouded them. They will 
but [ am not at all so sure that 
GILBERT CANNAN. For | ie has very few 


good things to say of what he calls “the darker half of | 
our town on the north bank of the poisoned river.” And! 


when I read such sentences as “he walked to the station 
through the dark railway arches, through Town Hall Square 
with its statues of John Bright, the late Bishop, the P rince | 
Consort, and a local philanthropic sweater,” I envy with a| 
deep envy the task of the man who reviews this book for, | 


love and crime and adven- the enemy; indeed, 
ture, told with just enough even an engagement, ending 
distinction to preserve the A TRUE GENTLEMAN. with honours easy—though 
self-respect of the reader, Kindly Suburban Resident (to itinerant Plant Merchant). « Yes; I own to having been a little 
Mr. Sheringham will be found UL. axe one as You Say YOUR WIPE AND CHILDREN ARE STARVING. | surprised that so fiery a piece | 
very agreeable company. oUST PUT IT ON MY HAT, YOU WILL FISD A SOVEREIGN IN MY LEFT! a, Lady Barbara did not blow 

- . 7 HAND WAISTCOAT-POCKE 1’1% WAIT HERE TILE You BRING THE ~ . 

. - cstemne * up something and hand the 

[ have discovered a jolly —— ——_— ~ . vessel over to the British 
winter evening game for the inhabitants of Manford | admiral. However, she arrived in Quebec szfely, and in- 
and Salchester on the banks of the river Ivsley. They | stituted a further series of adventures with Red Indians 
must buy copies of Mr. Ginnert Caynay’s new book,/and such. I ought to tell you that she has been invented 
Round the Corner (Martix Secxer), and go through it) by Mrs. Anice Winson Fox, who gives to the book the 
carefully, trying to identify the names of local streets | certainly very appropriate title of A Reqular Madam (Mac- 


MILLAN). It is a story of simple but pleasant and entirely 
wholesome happenings chiefly intended for the daughters 








of gentlemen, to whom indeed it should make a strong 
| appeal. 
Adult members of Chagford Parish Church Choir, ringers, church- 


wardens, and sidesmeu were entertained to supper at the Rectory on 
Thursday by the Rector. The latter part of the evening was spent 
in harmony.’’—The Western Morning News 
We wonder what had happened e nile: 
perhaps over the apple sauce. 


A little trouble 





by her old nurse Lady Bab. 
When her father, Lord Bran- | 


j 
where | 
! 

gentleman 








